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David stirred in his sleep, purring and giving a soft mewl as Dave's callused fingers combed through his soft 
sandy brown strands. Dave simply admired the sleeping form, curled up behind him. Propped up on one arm, his 
cheek resting in his own hand. How long had it been since they were together this way? Probably weeks. 
Months, perhaps? He couldn't quite remember. What he could remember, however, was this. It was what he 
had longed for. All that time, with them so far apart, he had been longing for David. Longing for what no one 


else could offer him. 


He'd been missing the scent of vanilla and lavendar now filling his nostrils. He'd missed the deep, soothing 
baritone voice that filled the room whenever David spoke. He had missed the feel of David's smooth, tan bare 
chest under his palms. He had missed the whispered pet names and sweet nothings close to his ear before 
they went on stage. He had missed the brush of course pubes against his nose as the taste of salt and 
pleasure filled his mouth. He had missed the way David would take his hand when no one was watching, lacing 


their fingers. 


His lover, for more than thirty years, on and off as it may have been. His second half. His Junior. The one that 
took his heart with him whenever he left, and brought it back again once they were rejoined. The one who 
knew how to defy him and persuade him where no one else would. Where no one else dared, David talked back. 
Came with his own opinions, offered his own ideas. Very often heard, were they. The fear of losing him had 
become very palpable as of late, but with an ungodly patience, David never faltered. Despite whatever stupid 
things Dave might say or do. 


Dave moved closer, spooning the smaller man. Wrapped an arm around his waist, pulled him closer. David had 
become chubbier, probably because of baking, and eating too many sweets in his spare time. And drinking too 
much sweatened Starbucks coffee didn't help. His face was creased with age lines, some fine and others 
running deep. His hair was thinning, and gone in spots. Despite it, Dave could only see the young boy he had 
first fallen in love with. He could only see the smooth baby face, the feathered bangs, and despite how they 
were now much wiser, the dark doe eyes that lay hidden beneath fluttering eyelids were still just as loving. 
They were still framed by the same long, coal black lashes. 


Pressing a tender kiss to David's bare shoulder, Dave shut his eyes. Allowed the scent and the feel of his 
lover to envelope him as he drifted off to sleep. Here, in yet another hotel room. In yet another foreign city. In 
yet another country that would soon be forgotten, David was still his anchor. David was still his Junior. Strifes 
and disagreements put aside. If there was a bone to pick, it would be dealt with. As long as David still moaned 
his name when he came. As long as David still slept in his bed, by his side until morning light. As long as they 
could get up to have breakfast together, making dirty jokes about the previous night over plates of eggs and 


bacon, Dave would love David. 


